
Literary NetAV*s and Criticism

The Traits of a Glittering Figure
in Modern Fiction.

THE LIKE OF JOHN OLIVER HOBBfcS.
Told in Her Correspondence with Nu¬
merous Friends. With a biographical
»ketch by her father, John Morgan
Richards. And an Introduction by the
R «ht Rev. Bishop Welldon, Dean of
Manchester. With portraits and Illus¬
trations, fcvo, pp. xvlli, ftL F. r. Put-
ton A- CO
A fitting memorial to the late Pearl

Mary-Teresa Cralgie has been produced
in this book. 8he was wont to think
and to speak of herself as a dual per¬
sonality, she was a woman and she was

"John Oliver Hobbee." Her father has
so framed the present volume that it
admirably illustrates both aspecta of her
interesting individuality. His brief
biographical sketch 1« fairly touching in
its simplicity, and with the aid of a

friendly hand, thanked but not named
in the prefatory note, he has filled the

stralnt.this unending "shall I «ay thlsr
.is ¡t win»- to say that?" "is this rlglit.
"Is this wrong?" "will thl« be misunder¬
stood'.'" "will that Ktve a wrong impre¬
sión "" tires me to death. 1 ani too wise

for my yean»! That Is the trouble M)
thoughts are too mature for my body. . . .

That she suffered from the pressure of

these difficulties Is obvious throughout
her biography. Despite her success she

does not leave the impression of having
come even within hailing distance Akt
contentment. The work to which she

was devottd brought her excitement
rather thau happiness; one thinks of her

as acquiring with ze_t a multitude of

sensations and never galring the delight
that spells repose. The peace of the soul

eludes none as it eludes those who are

self-centred to the point of passion. It is

Mrs. Cratgie's inability to escape from
herself that b.1ngs pathos into the story

of her life.
Saddest of all.in view of her belief in

¡her work.is the reaction of her char-

PEARL MARY-TERESA CT.AIOIE
«T-r-em a photograph In "The Life of John "liver Hobbes.**)

bulk Of the book with selections fron
Mrs. Cralgle's conespondence well cal¬
culated to put her traits vividly befort
is A number of her portraits are re¬

produced and there are a few tribute!
from friends. She Is studied, if not pre-
isely at full length, at all events ex¬

haustively enough. She was not th«

tvpe to demand the usual hiographtoa
«I'Uihle-decker."
The author of The School for Saints"

war .! consummately modern creature
¦ i"indl»' of nerves saturated In lntelU*
.«nc«**« The glimpses that we have ol
her a? a child disclose an unmistakabl«

»city Mr Richards notes that then
" a? little in her London home to de-
« e'op a literary tendency This faol
only throw? into sharper relief the In¬
stinctive nature of her gift, which de«
«dared Itself at an early age. Befon
she was In her teens she had wrltter
short stories. Her school life, we an

told, was passed in the conventional
Way. .She wa? married no: long aftOI
her nineteenth birthday, but she ob¬
tained a divorce from her husband onl\
three or four «reara niter. We «hav«
scarcely begun to read her biography be¬
fore we realize her simply and solely at

a well poised woman of the world, ab¬
sorbed In the writing of books anc

plays. It 1b thus that she appeals to ui

thenceforth to her untimely death Ir
1.906, at the age of thirty-eight. Sh<
was very human, and yet somehow de¬
tached from that world of familiar,
everyday life with which so many au¬

thors are so easily identified. The inner
spiritual life to which there are fre¬
quent references in her letters neverthe¬
less remains hidden from the teader, or

at any rate falls to exert upon his imag¬
ination the influence as of something
poi«gnant which one would naturally ex¬

pect of It. This must be the result of
her Intense enthusiasm for her work.
She remains, when all is said, a purely
"literary" figure, the artist rather than
the woman, "John Oliver Hobbes"
rather more than Pearl Mary-Teresa
Craigle.
Here again she is. as we have said, a

notable Instance of modernity. There is

something fairly breathless about this
book. She plunged Into "life's fitful
fever" with a kind of strained ardor,
restlessly striving, hurrying from "ne

achievement to another, and Unding
quite as much pain as pleasure in her
eager,' more than industrious, career.

Ill health dogged her, though sh< ap¬

pears, like so many people of delicate
physique, to have had mysterious re¬

sources of energy upon Which to draw.

Romantic, sensitive, tremulous with am¬

bition, she was also resolute and practi¬
cal, a good business woman, with as

keen a feeling for affairs as for litera¬
ture. From the start she disdained all
idea of profiting In «her professional ra¬

wer by anything save her own efforts.
Sh«« v anted no favors and she would
herstdf make no concessions. The mor¬

bid streak in her temperament which
k«-pt b«-r forever questioning her ego
mild not shake her s.-lf-cotindonoe. <>b-

BOrvtng tin- tenacity with which she
luid t.. her own way ax an author, and
the «shrewd eAd-eney with which «ho
looked alter the fot tunes of her hooks
ftnd plays, it is mom« ntarlly dis« "ticert-
lltg tO read in aMM Utters of hero to

Qeorge Moore plaints uk»- th«
The allenea «if mi lit«- overwhelms me.

i «lined out last nigh I ami met very charm¬
ing people: I hav« tem vlaltora «to-day

hut the sll« n«. the «silence of
it all. I hav. «written m Lady .!« in« to
any that i cannot attend tiei party thla
evening ' «aim.it face th« loneliness ol a
crowded drawing room! tha «boat ol mere

acquaintances, il¦< «x-utarlneM of th*- if-
turn! Ah, well, l must no« be depressing
But «iod knows how I need a friend- an
honest one I try to forget myself in other
people: I try «to think only of others an<J
n««ver of myself. 1 chok«t my BOB I «aI«1i|
work, and vet and yet!

Life ha. made me fearful ol m> own beet
impulses I hat»- to r.e i« erved distant
and mysterious, and \<t I not only think
twice before« Í speak or move.but twenty
times If I could only be natural once I
abould ísel reatad, but thla eternal re-

acter upon her art. We have Indicated
how ehe lived for that art, giving all that
was in her to its service, but because she
could not simply, naturally, humbly and
with her whole heart link herself with
humanity, a kind of dry and parching
wind blows dfsplritingly over the field
that she covered. We note here a curl«
cus difference between her and the in¬
dubitably great writer Read the biog¬
raphy of any novelist of the highest
rank, say, Fielding, or Thackeray, or

Balzac, and the narrative Is pervaded
with the atmosphere of his work to such
an extent that one is always remember¬
ing his characters and his turns of
thought. It is not so with this memoir, a

fact which we observe the more nar¬

rowly for the reason that we have read it
Just after rereading some half dozen of
her books. All along we are conscious,
It is true, of "John Oliver Hobbes," of a

literary personality, but this has not
meant that the body of her work has en¬

riched our impression with any living
force. On the contrary, the actual novels
and plays remain outside the discussion,
as it were, things apart, documents for
reference rather than vital elem«-nts al¬
lied to the main theme. This is, perhaps,
but another way of saying that »Mrs.
('ramie's writings "date," to use a

phrase latterly grown common In Eng¬
lish criticism; it amounts to a character«
lintlOfl of them as pieces once amusing
lor th« ir cleverness but wanting In stay¬
ing power.
"John Oliver Hobbes" and Mrs. Crslgi«

were, after all, very much alike The
writer, like the woman, had clearly do-
fined limitations. Those thoughts which
she believed were too natura for her
body were not, to speak quit«* frankly, as

mature as she considered them to be.
She was in love with the things of the
mind, but she hud not great intellectual
poerar. Somewhere In her letters sh«.
speaks of her experience of life, of hav¬
ing seen life on all sides, but as a mat¬
ter of fact she exaggerated the depth
and the breadth of her observation.
When she addressed herself to the anal-
\sls of a character she meant to paint a

portrait, but it was her way, instead, to
dmw a thumbnail sketch. Take, for ex¬

ample, this passage out of "A Study In
Temptations":

Miss Bellannlne was not a mahlen lady
of that pathetic type who pour out tea and
Who have once loved. Sh<« was tall iin'l of'
commanding sppess-sneo ! her figure was
considered purely Orees. (Perhsps this was
In (alls', she had the good taste to drape
H with Parisian millinery of modern dsts)
She had really beautiful features If one ex-
amined the**] sepers-ely, but ¡as a whole
they appear«-»I out of drawing, a«, though
they had been picked off VSTIOSIS aritliiu».
divinities and stuck on her face at nan-
ilom. Thus, hep no«e began too soon, and
her mouth ended too late whist her eyes.
charming In color and shape, wsrs io placed
that Hnv offered one a constant temptation
to st,m them either higher "r lower. Her
«»pression was neutral, for tier character,
like thai of »nany English women, shun-
I«r«-<1 I», bind tier « «»untenan.-, like ;« »log
in its kennel, to come otn growling or ami¬
able as circumstances might demand. She
was highly accomplished and spoke lise
languages with one well bred acc«nt. The-
ologjr was her recreation, but Villon the
serious study of her life. Her note« on this
port premised to be the most exhaustive
possible, and "Bellarmlne on Villon," It
was said, would be read like Coke on l.yi-
tleton, as much for the c-ommentaTy as the
t- \t

IRiw clever this is. and boss amusing'
Rut is it not. as clearly, done "from the
Hillside." and is not that the Suggestion
conveyed by nil <>f Mrs Crnlgle's work?

iss Bhe is bo wiity and bocasjM her
touch is BO light ami si, artistic she is

almost Infallibly entertaining. Hut the
entertainment r-usass, hk» boom chnrm-
it»g bit ot froth, and it one reflects upon
it at all it is with a wistful regt« t «liai
an author bo a««comrdlshed «mid have
lived and died with BO imporfOCl a grasp
upon the reel issues ot life.
She was devout and charitahl. .-i,,.

. are.l for the things that BIS BO| ot this
world. Rut sh« CSMlld not reject this
world Th« inundan«* spirit was in her
blood Though she wrote ..f !n\. ,.,,,¦
rieath. of jov »nd sorrow, and sought to

pierce to the marrow of the things that
are strong, she was subject to a most de-

plorable w<eakneoe of th«- spirit. Her

«rage against the critics, repeatedly man-

llested in this book, makes the l"OSdfT
wince for the self-pity to which she
could stoop. She was, above all tilings.
a woman of taste, j <«t she could commit
the «¿MMSS of drawing up a list of "vul-
c,ir" until«.rs, Impertinent!) aftlxlng thnl
cpitnet t«> writ.is like Thackera]
Matthew \in »M and Addlaon. Her wi«i«

r«ending «ii«i not really tertlUsc h« r mind.
Her critical judgment« are negligible.
Her cleverness, In short, outran h«*T
essential abilities, sin- had th« appeal
anee of brilliance rather than «brilliance
itself; not th.« enduring charm of genius,
but the fleeting «harm of «taten! «'.Iitt.-i

rather than atmosphère marke h» r lit«

ary character and pmnts t«« get funda-
menttl lack of wholehearted aympathy.

-o

THE _0LD^JA/EST
The Last Frontier and Beyond

in the Seventies.

FIFTEEN THOUSAND MILES BY gTAQE.
A Woman's Unique Kxperlen. .. .lurlnc,
Thirty Years of Path rinding and l'i
«meertng from Missouri to the «Pacific
and fr'un Alaska to Mexteo. By «'arrie
Adell «Strahorn. With ::.'.'i Illustrations
from drawings by Charta M Russell
and others, and from photographs *-. "

pp. xxv, 67.1. <;. P. «Putnami «Som

This Is the record Of r. life unique even

Among the wnm.n who «took pari in and

did their arduous share of the work of

the pioneers of our civilisation In the
West. The anther, looking backward,
finds that the «picturesque sid« of her

ox'pertenece has clung to h««r memon
more insistently than have their mnnv

hardships, but of these, t«"», there la
enough In her pagea Her stories, with¬
out b.ing methodically «grouped, sue-

reed in simple chronological sequen«ce
in Impressing upon the reader's mind ¿i

vivid picture of conditions that are pass¬

ing from the memory of living men and

women «and bring transform"! in'" the
romance of hietor) and Action
Miss Carrie Adell mani««l m 1**-TT. Mr

Robert l* Btrahorn, newepaper corre

spondent who had been \»rltb Crook ai

powder River and hid written a booh
on the resources ofWyoming, then a tcr-

rit'«ry but sparsely «settled by attlenicn

and mostly given over to marauding
Indians and buffalo in untold numbers.
This book suggested to the lit« Jav

Gould the establishment °f a publicity
department by the I'nion Pacific Kail-
road. Mr. Btrahorn being engagée* to

write a similar volume on the "thcr

Western states with the purpose "f at¬

tracting settlers, his duties further in¬

cluding the gathering for the company's
own use of all available Information con¬

cerning noeelble extenelons ot th»« ioad,

tillable acreage, \y pective tonnage,
etc.:

It meant R-ina I
stace road «' frontl«
Unies over. Into ren Ote districts, lnt«> lonely
valleys and (.¦¦ tall
meant going Int«« hundreds of :n:n«-s, com¬

puting millions of f-et of timber, tha num¬
ber of cnttl» njid sheep and their !n«

It Involi . d the l ; and
hillsides with refer«! a to I ability
for raising cereaii and fruit the earn
tlon of water <<¦ irsea Iralnage,
termination of «h<* cllmatl n.n«i
dltioi.s, and. In
would mal.e att- ¦ it tlve read
ing for the honi»* seeker Kift«*-¿i the
miles by Ht.ii.-e «was «"it an incident ol
strenuous years as the w« rk progre *1

Then came the locating of
the colonizing of settlements, building
bridges and irrigating caoials, s

churches and colleges until Pull
man cars traversed the on^-tlm«
r.e»-s on eight overland lines.

The author's reminiscences an

fear, not so much concerne.', i |th this

gigantic work of colonization as v. ¿th the

Incidents and a entures thai fell to her
and her husband l share |g the oim

its accomplishment, the »bride ha
given he« onsen! to Mr. Btrahorn
oaptanc« ¦' th« «pool only or condition
that she in« company him sh«erev«er
he went, at leas! at llrst. But the r

grimage one begun, she "took to" this
wardering life, hpi narrative amply
testifies, and so, year aft«« rear I * «a*v

that vast region «grow .j« .« tl I
give place to the new. saw th«- Indian
pass, and the «soldier and the COWboy
Rive way to the settler. She |
through the snows «.1 winters and th«

parching heat of summers. In ******

went alone to Alaska on a mission for
the Union «Pacific Company.
The "types'' Of the Old frontier cowboy

and miner, "bad man'' and vlg!lant«s.
the stage driver, the prospector, the
leaders who, passing through many
changea, became promlnenl dtlsena and
m«'ii of «Importance In suit« «and nation;
ti primitive conditions of exlsteno.
their «makeshifts snd Improvem« nt, road-
houses, settlements, e;irly Weetern hoe-
pltallty, the beginnings «>f «social «lirr.r-

entiations as towns settled down t<> an

ordered and permanent e_isten«ce all
this and much more is d-ealt with by the

¦ ithor. she is blessed with s nun hand

.often i.'-eded senas of humm. and does
not fail t«« leaven her »account with
samples of the unsmiling and <.ii. n

rough sens«- of humor of the «rerller
w. st

SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS.
Paris Letter t«. The London Standard
The ordinary examinations to termi¬

nate the scholaatlc year In public pri¬
mary and secondary schools ar< rela¬
tively Innocent affaire, and lead t«« no
attacks of brain favor The «fun thej
provide to outsiders is no h-ss b. SUSe "I
this, and th«- Drei «iig.-si ol th« exam«
Imitions In 1'aris Just to band provides
many an amusing howler. «Bertrand <iu
Ouaaclln, th.- free lane« warrior who i««i
a company against the Knglish, is still s

gr.-at favorite in French history, but
never b.-for«: has his story been told as
follows:
"Duguesclln came horn« ev< iv day with

his clothes in raga «One daj he met s
irioini and sani t.. him. 'Lend me some
money.' Duguesclln «flogged him thor¬
oughly and stole h!«**« money. Then h«-
went to lind his father, who was at his
office, and ask.-d him to lend him a suit
Of mail for a tourney. Y.iii ar.« mad!'
said his father. I'.ul Duguesclln got his
suit of mail." .

An<i th.- «rest, without any*mention «>f
lighting the Knglish. «reminds one of s
1.litti.soin, parody Of 'When Knights
Were Hold."
There is Just as much imagination and

Just as little fact In the BOOOIUM of th<«
war of ISTo in another boy's paper:
"Bismarck said t«» Ñapotoon III. Art

thou ready?" and Napoleon answered!
" Tea; not one button is missing from

my spate.1 Thereupon Napoleon in told
m K'.Mibon tocóme: bul Ifacafanon, who
was sitting nu the tower of Ifalakoff,
said, 'I am here, and here i remain.'"
This mlaappll ation of some "t the

famous «saylnga «>i the war ha given
Paris loan- minutes of amusement.

t

NUMBER THIRTEEN.
Prom Tin- »Pall Mall Qaaett«

in many London «streets, sa was
pointed «»ut in a recen! note, there is no

No 1.". Even hard headed bush. .*...!,

¦eem to have an aversion «'. ¿his num«
ber, which is «inching from Threadneedle
street. Tokenhouae ¿Yard and London
«tree» in one street, h«9wev«er, bearing
a «singuiarlv unlock) name, superstition
is boldly défie«! K'«r mam «years past a
flourishing manu turei baa locate! his
fit \ ofli« «s si No 13 Kiida- itreei an

address which seems emln-mtlj fitted to
be the beadquarters of the Thirteen Club.
Mr. Pierpont Morgan, too, defies fit»- by
housing his store of priceless art treas¬
ures at No. 13 Prince's Gate,

A WOMAN'S DIARY
Life in England a Centui

Ago.
AN ilMSH BEAUTY OP THE REQKNC

('omplled from "Mes Souvenirs,'' tl
unpublished Journals of the lion. Mr
Calven, I7S9-1S__ liy Mis VVsrreni
iilak«. Ulustrsted *\». _**¦ Jot
l_ane Corapsa*/.

The materia! for this amusing boo
was drawn from the diaries of h goo
ami »harming member of the so« let
which surrounded the reasonably chirm

ing and not perfectly good Prince R«.

gent »ieorge. Frances Pery Calvert «a

tim -»mnger daughter of Viscount Per)
a brilliant and prosperous Irishman, wh
was one« Speaker of the Irish House o

OotntnonS As a beauty ami an bSlfSM
and the wifs of an Englishman of higi
position she was heartily welcomed s
court and In the pleasantest houses .,

London Her life «ran, on the whole,
fortunate one. She adore.1 he» hus
hand ami was adored in turn, her man:

Children were handsome l.»\al>le an«

dutiful, she had hOUBS ill t.iv. n Bud
beautiful cOuntrjr seat of hlst'.ric fame

High spirited and warm hearted, she WBJ

i|eser\e«ll\ popular. She knew a great

number of th»« celebrities of her tinn
and t»)»»k a lively interest in the pubU»
events which tilled with BXCltetnont the

last yssrs of the eighteenth century «ml

th.» early years of t1»- nineteenth. All
this is- reflected In the volume which
Mrs Blake has cleverlj pul together,
Th« dayi of th« young «if»', motner

and haateas were full «»t occupation, but
sh«- bad un!«- to spars for doctnting tiert*

dependents. There ar« »-« 111.* quaint
glimpses of her when husil' engaged In
vaccinating aith her own fair hands the

frightened tenants at Hunsdown "Oui
of the four.» en I Inoculated," Bhe

m Is»«'.".. "onl Tiloma»- Plgraru
ik< n the Inf» ctlon! i am » si y un

luck)." The '. rathful subml slon of
Thomas .«n«! hit confreres ma\ be easll
imagined Pi a« Heal h . as In mosi
of th« affairs of life, she had ihe true
« ;» orgian lads '« aw« ..' - lord ami
ro » tor, and bsr tlmidit* *u regarded In«

den! a« lion wh» n, .lining Mr.
< "aIvert'« abaenc« * her

nephew's dangeroui Illness In Ireland
bs started to accoropany her sta¬

ter to ths boy's bedBldc her heart mis

¡and ene of lier ancestresses was that

Conntees ot Ahercorn who lived to be¬

hold her grarat-gre-t-granddaughter. It

was apropos of this fact that an old say¬

ing arose;

Mas, daughter and,go to -^daughterFor your daughter's daughters got a

»laughter
The appl.» of ¦*.» CAÚVtttt'i eye was

her eldest »son POUX, and there are many

pages breathing the agonies she suffered

while he was lighting la AP»«* »"der

Wellington, as for the groat com¬

mander himself she cannot praise suffi¬

ciently his modesty and unaffected sim-

plldty Of manner in the «lays when the

English crowds were rending the air

with cheers for him There is an un¬

gí mmonl) good story of that simplicity
told here by the editor:
When quite old and obig; l«g

a dangerous crossing in ^ond.- » *Ve0rt.
man darted forward and »J«^ Arrived
wnch WS« gratefull> a^epie". k
safely on the kerbstone, the s'.^* began
,,ff his hat. and. bowing prof«to*1*» ^_
a long trrstlon, MJTÜlg thst this WSS W

proudest moment of his life, sna am

honored beyond measure to have be« 11 *

'¦¦'»". '»*_«! ".__L__f foolgofa' -ours'é f "

Dont make a d.d root 01

briefly replleil the duke.

FICTION
Another Novel by the Late David

Graham Phillips.
OUR FICTIONAL TRIANGLE.

-IHK CONK-I."T. A îovel JÍJ Dswjd
Orahsm Phillip« '-'"". W '" Ap

pleton «'n Co.
While our n.'veiists have freoly

,,!,,,,,, ,i ;,,.i more <«r lee« succoaafully
adapted the traditional triangle of Euro¬

pean and English ti tl«m. they have de-

veloped a similar geometrical figure of

,,.,,. ,,w.., whs*e nnglea aw capital.
labor and politics. It is With this sub¬

ject that the Ural of Mr. PhMlpa's
poBthumous novolB desls-tbar« aro to bs

two m»»r» and one Is grateful to his

memorj al lesst for not employing once

hackneyed solution of the

,... probiens found in moal of ths tal«
0f this kind, which marries the born:
handed s« n ¦.' loll to th« converted
daught« r oi Ill-gotten wealth

The itOT] boatl all the hallmarks of

Its author's workmanship, of hli knach
,.. fluent narrativs of his superfldal
though! on social and ecoiiomh- proh-

lletna of his no lern luporflclal treatment

lili: HO!« MR- CALVERI
Krom - miniature bv H"ne In "An Irish Beauty «»f ¿he Regency.")

gave her at the end of «sixty »miles, an«

stopping at an Inn, she let Mrs. Kno
go on without her. Then «was s|,e bes«

i.» «countless terrors and flew t., b«

Journal for comfort. "Here am i null
alone." he «writes, "arltboul even s sei

vant! i have written for Timewell an

.T.tifi« *. Kinix t . «««me rm me m the mal
but th« cannot be h« re till the day el
i« i to-morrow, what s dismal «time
mus! spend- afraid of everything an

«. «body. I hav« nt t.. s library t

...- || i can get any books, though Qo
knows i shall attend very Uttle to «<iia

i i« ¿oi. There is s fair In the sir««« t.

bave put don n the blind In «nd«er t

exclude it and ais«i t<> «proven! mynel
b« ing m <n. for l should be quit« shocks«
if any common acquaintance Were
K«> by and s»««- me «bore unattended i

would have such an extraordlnarj ap
p' araño, i trust Mr c. will no! b
sngry, bul i do dread «seeing bint
«he h ii"t angry, i shall not tell «Mm
was afraid be would be leal i sbouh
pul it Into his head A Kb hards. i

«heroine could not have suffered mor»

lremora She «bolted hersell int.. Iiei
«bedroom and wai no! «to '.». soothed evei
i««, the constan! assiduities of tin« goo«
landlady. "Two of her maid-, sleep li
the next room to protect me," she says
"utnl yet I can't be <¿is\. What am I

afraid off i «believe of my own shad¬
ow." The desired escort, arriving, con-

ducted h«-r to her husband, who «was
kind, but as «¡corgi.m husbands were
won! i" «i»» «li'i not roncee] from her
that In w;«s much «lispl« ¿is«.l til this
ir«o-t limo, .-nt of ««s« a pads
The Irish lady was always treated

with much «friendliness by the «Prinoa «<f
w.iie.-. .m she naturall) found «his «man¬

ners "enchanting." Concerning Caroline,
his wife, the diaria! has less pleaaanl
things to say: "The «princess «has «cer¬

tainly o handaome fa« e, but she wears

too much rouge. Her person is bad.
i.« ins short and fat, and she had on .«

quantity <»i lace, III put on, and some
looking not too clean, sin- wore silver«
tipped boots, and wns altogether rathei
a «singular Agure sh.- has no dlgnlts ol
nuuiner and lets h-erself down «very much
h) her giggling sraya, dancing about
wherever she is asked." Mis. Calverl
.was a «stiekler for deportment, and even
her «laughter Isabel!;., who was das
zllngb lovely, could n«.i Mtisf] her
mother in the matter .,t holding her
chunk head ired "What »k« you niean

by lulling so in your «hair'.''' sh.- said
tartly in old ag.* to on.* ..f her grand¬
daughters "Do .-on know th.t mi
i«, uncle made th»- gian.i tour In his
own carriage, and daring the whole time
h« never oaCS leant back'" Hers was a

.sturdy race. She lived to ninety herself,

-

Of ehnractsr, Of his unhesitating dodUC
flou of ultimate causes from 11
Symptoms. The political aide of th»

storj is wiitted with vltn and mud
plaualblllty. Ths alliance between th«
'Interests' and corrupt politics LssbOWl

| to bo cynicili> frank and frankly .rim

| mill, "kid i.'!»»«..«" reforméis are held u]
to ridicule, and in the end -but to thi¡
onl) a paragraph Is devoted, and w<

must take the author's word for it.th«

worklngmen's lesgsjs gives Romaon Cltj
an honest and atRclont adralnlstratlon
honest, and effldoacy being, aaoordlni
to Mr I'hillips. th«* properties of a .'las>

iMalled by self-Booking,
The characters of th.* story -not the

itorj h-«if are Bomewhal hmg draws
«Hit. «»lie loses Interest in their develop«
in« nt before the end is reached, saps
clsll) in th.- heroin.-, who at the last mo-

m» m is married off to a man somewhat
palpably Introduced in the closing pagse
fot that very purpose. The hero Is the

familiar labor loader «»f the ijmre. still,
in ¡t;- Bgperflcial stay, dealing with
familiar tuple« of current interest, the

book is readable, and likely to gain the

approval "I those who have made the

-m »ess of its predecs*asora from the same
I'lMl

IN BAD TASTE.
Till: KKAI'I'KAKAN«'.'. «11. E0T RBS-

Si BS'ITKl A Vision of «'hrlst In Paris.
B) Charles llorlc* Translated by
lohn il Raphael with an Introduc¬
tion ir\ Pontngahy Dswaon llsno, pp.
St, 'I'h. « ;»oi |( H I 'o' .m « 'ornpali»

Tin« sort of li.tlon of which this trans¬
lation is fiir from betnn the Ilrst <*xam-

pla in English requires <»f him wh"

would undertake it the possesskm of

qualities which ;«i«> but rarely found.
und which, when united In <>tn> writer,
would themselves sutil«*«*» to warn him

against undertaking th<- task at all The
venture has been made in Bngllsh by Mr.

Stead, bj Miss OoralU, by Mr. Hall
«'aim-. The lisi might perhaps he ex¬

tended, imt n Butflcea to prove our point.
Mi. Itorlce gives no evidence, in this
stoiv of th.- oomlng ni christ to Paris,
oi «hep reflection upon or wide knowl¬
edge "f modern .¦otnlillons. material ami
ot the spirit. His aim may he serious.
his attitude mean! t«> be reverent, but
the result is oiil\ a cheap ami un-

profltsble sensationalism. He POSBSMSSS
an abundant Inch "t good taste, of
ai. SlevatOd imagination, perhaps the
« hl»f requisite for a book ,,( this kmd.
there is not a trac«', ami th.« inventlve-
nSMN that Banks S ______ its place Is
puerile m th.- clumsiness of its dssrlcsM
Th«- storj is utterly uncoBv Indng and
largely meaningless It has about the
Importance of the canvases dealing with
the same subject that turn up period!-

cally at the Paris salons, without, how-

ever, producing even a tithe of their mo¬

mentary Impression.

A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE.
Tin; hand of DIANB. By fatwp J-

Hartley. Orno, pp. PH. The Maker &

Taylor Company.
Mr. Hartley has faslii<>n»'<l his romance

of the 'lays of Henri of Valois and Diane

do Poitiers upon a good model, that

of Mi. Stanley W.yniati. A Fr«-n«*h

noble, returning from the wars against
the Turks In the heart of winter, comes

upon a masked la»ly of quality and her

Bervlng men on the road «to his own

castle on the Loire. She has lost her

way. He ofteis her the hospitality of his

roof, where his mother dwells, and finds

there a trio of uninvited gm sts.a law¬

yer from Paris, an officer of the Klnfi's
nrmv, and an architect who is building
near by s hunting lodge for the Duchesse
de Valentlnols. High-handed outragea
have been committed In her name, and

the peasantry are thirsting for revenge.

They believe that the masked woman is

no other than Diane herself, and at¬

tempt to abduct her from the castle.

The story is cleverly planned and writ¬

ten, but the comparison «wRIl It! model
is inevitable. Who Is the masked lady?
Upon the discovery of her identity turns

the denouement of the talc.

A NEW DEPARTURE.
MARY IODTHORNE Hv QeOTgS Rarr

Mcfutcheon. illustrations «v Martin
lustlce. l2mO, pp. OS. fi'.'li!, Mead
\- Co.

Mr. McCutohOOn, having written many
tales of «adventure, turns in this new

hook of his to the more difficult task of

character drawing as well it cannot
ho said that he has made a success of

it, for i.ornes no nearer to the serious
delineation of individuals than the *x-

aggeratod reproduction of certain well
established typét of narrow-minded New
Engländers, hard as the rocks of their
native country, narrow .as the paths they
tread, dead to all tenderness of feeling;,
seeing duty only In its unlovelieet »s-

pects Nor i s the contrast between tho
« hlldren of the South and this unsym-
pathetic Northern human environment
more felicitously treated, the most vio¬
lent mean-, an Initial state Of affairs
actually repulsive t<> the reader, being
employed in vain The only consistent!
and convin-ing »haractcr In the story
Is the detective. Rut it Is different v.hen
tiie hook is considered as a tale of plot
and action and surprise?. Hero Mr. Mc j
Cutcbeon Is on familiar ground. He]
stretches probabilities somewhat, it Is
true, but the «reader does nor mind this |
DOCS ho gets ¿nto th.« ingeniously in-
vented compU« étions of this melodrama.

BY JEDDAH TOWN.
From The «London Spectator.
There were ton Arabs m the plain, who

met him with his guide,
The Sheikh of them r»)de forward then,

to t¿«'k it eventide
He .«aid: Tin« .1» sert is B place where

rarel' ati rive,
Give up your horse, «give up your gun,

and you'll go bom« all«. "."

He answered to the Arab Sheikh: "Peace
on you and your kin,

Rut I shall cl\.> my ho«rse to-night to

OStll is at th« inn
.\1v ia« .. |i i ¦ humble folk h^m such

I alk,
Have «.ou no powder arlth your ten that

one come? out to talk '"

And silence fell between th" two The
Ifoel« »n ; ulled ¿i-; rein,

Then. "Here's the truth of Kl Heia/, why
should brat .. i!i«-n be slain

you have ten Beduw lances four Beduw
shots to f<

Rut. gayly laughed the Englishman. "I
have five bullets here '

It's full | league tO .Teddah Town, the
evening will he done

Refere you reach the tmnb of Eve and
the Turkish garrison.

Resign yourself to Allah's will, «nd see

to-morrow's sun

And go in peace, you cannot tight, for
we are ten to one."

They shot ¿it him against the light, and
twice th'-y missed him wide.

Then swiftly up behind him «ame Mah-
ld, I- '!« Sert glide.

He «hot his guide und still h.» had four
bullets that he stored,

And when his horse fe'.l, wounded, three.
ir would «not use his sword.

They followed him as kites that mark
a stag that's S000 to die.

Unfaltering!} he held his way, his gal¬
lant head w;is high.

«Sloven lighters crossed the sand, their

LITERARY NOTES.

Mr. H. Ö. Wells'« new novel, "Mar¬
riage." Is to apiM-ar as a serial In "Th«'
Aimri.an Magazin«-." It is mentioned as

the story of an extravagant wife and s

i.urdenod husband.

A Civil War Drama.
In tin- October number of "Harper's**

ther.» will be published Mr YV «; _.*.*.

mer» ,*»c< oiint of the adventures of a

hoy who acted as a Federal spy in situ¬
ations of uncommon «langer, end who
brought himself out of them with aston¬
ishing coolness and courage.

Dickens in America.
The volume into which Mr W. Q W\\.

kins has gathered a great quanti»-, 0-

material concerning Dickens's travels |n
this country is to he brought out her«
and In England tinder the title of
"Charles Dickens In America." Th«
writings of contemporary American«
have been drawn upon and the illustra¬
tions Include pictures of houses and
rooms In which the novelist stayed.

In Browning's Youth.
Professor T. It. Lounshury's book on

"The Karly Literary t'areer «if Robert
Browning" will be published by th«*»
Scrlbners in October. It deals with th«J
career of the poet from the publication»
of his first poem to his marriage to his
Invalid Elizabeth and their departure for

j Italy, it is a critical and biographical
study of a vivid sort. Canon Alnger 1«
00 record ns writing. "Though I »».¦/_

Browning, 1 don't fstamWtttté him,'' a.t.4
tlmse «vim share his perplexity swill ier-

hapg final revelation in Professor Louna«

bury's book.

The English Village.
We know what the English village was

! in Miss Mitford's time; what is It to-

«la;*? We will find a description kg
' English Country Life." a book by Mr.
Walter Raymond which M<c.lllfg is

about to publish.

Thomas Hardy's Novel«.
A n»»w edition of Mr. Hardy s novels

Is lh preparation by the author. He It

revising the text and is writing .» spe¬
cial preface for each boo)-. Th« prefaces
will bo awaited with curiosity and wel¬

comed, \\c hellev»-, with enthusiasm.

What to Read
Professor rharles Waldstein has been

preparing B volume of «riti«__a 1 studies In
contemporary literature which win be

brought out this autumn He calls the

booh "What Ifaj We Head?' in at-

trar ti\e title

Some Historic Towns.
A promising volume by Mr. Georgs *

Wharton Ivlwards is to b<> published by
llOffat, Yard & Co. this month. It tell.

a stirtv of 1» isurely travel through "Some
Old Flemish Towns." The author ha«

himself illustrated his text.

Mr. Gibson's Drawings.
'Other People" is the title of th» new

collection of drawings by Mr. <'har>«

Dana Gibson, which the Fcribners will
bring out a fortnight hence. Many of

the«-» irawlngg are thus far unpubtll Sd,

Visiting Japan.
«'olond Ia M Maus i« abo-it »o rmb-

liah through a C. MoClarg ».>. Cío ».

lively volume entitled "An Army Ctffls*s*f
in .íapan " It not only dSSCribsS hit
own J"irn«*v through that tasrinatins*
country but off» rs to the Intendinf t I

1st a. wealth of highly useful pi*S 'ti' *l

Information,

Poor Tennyson!
A new Btary of Tennyson's staffs as

ar the hands of "trippers" is fold b\ «h*-
Rev. T. A Gurney. One May gay at

Freshwater the poet was ssmUtlng *

the budding lanes with e friend when a

coach full of tripper«".the first of the
season.came around a corner. Ladie-
and geminen," said a hoarse tfUtOS .rom-«

the driver's box. "you're In luck; there's
the poet 'Isavlf " The poet forgot dignity
In agility.to his friend's amazement he
cleared the nearest flve-barred gato and

hid himself and his towering wrtib be¬
hind the hedge.
The recent celebration of the Tinny-

son anniversary, by the way, brought a

crowd of pilgrims to Soraersby, the »11«

THE FALLS AND GRANT) CAHTOM OF THE TELI/IWSTOVEJ.
(From a photograph In "Fifteen Thousand Miles hy Stage.")

shadows grew apace,
Whil.« ten Of them was taught the truth

about his English race.

They had but one shot stilt to tire. The
world was very still,

And safety shone 1'nuii Bvo'S whit.-
tomb, that shone a tiny hill.

Their last ahoi failed, ami he went en
rout« nt tiiat h«- had won,

All«l glad to see tllf glol'V of til.« blood¬
ied seitIm* sun

Tb.« deoert is a cruel place, where rarely
strangers thrive,

He shot his horse, he shot his guide, but
he walk- d home alive.

m

'lb.« new edition Of .-Ksop's Fables,
which th.- Century Company will pub¬
lish In tim« tor holiday giving, is to he
enriched hi f"tt> drawings by E Boyd
Smith Each page will have a border

[printed in tint.

läge in which he first saw «the light BM
blrthplaOe was thrown open to ¿ill com*

«is and IaadlllgS from his POOBSS FttU.

Bdded to th«- spi-cch In his praise mail«
by Dr. Warren. profSSOOr «of «poetr*/ .¦.»

Oxford. It Is recorded that th.« Llm-olsj
shire farmers greeted with heart»/
laughter the reading oi some of the dia»

h.t rang.

Picture Books.
Various picture books an- In prepare«

tion for the holiday time. Among th***
are Mr. Edmond Dulac's edition <«! Hal*
AnderHen's tales, and Mr. Willy Vota-nf*
edition of Tannh.iu.ser reinleied .-*

English verse. The whole text of tW

last named book has be« n HH-iogr'trl1*-"*-
In two colors and printed on rough f1**
paper.


